52                      THE  KINGS* AMOUR.

the swan. For her kiss is like a snowflake's fall, sing
ho! for the haunt of the swan; light and hardly to
be felt, sing hey! for the haunt of the swan; and -
colder than the winter's moon, sing hey! for the haunt
of the swan; and hotter than a burning flame, sing
ho! for the haunt of the swan, and given to all who
can find the way, Ha! ha! to the haunt of the swan.
And as the old mime sang, he raised his voice,
louder and louder, till it ended in a roar that stunned
my ears like a waterfall, sounding like a shout of
laughter from the lips of the Great God. And as
he ceased, I ran towards him. And I cried out:
Hal ha I the haunt of the swan. And then I fell
at his feet in a swoon.

(Hal Bhairawi^ art thou attentive? And the
goddess answered: Dear Swan, speak on: 1 listen.
And she caressed Ms snowy neck with the lotus of
her hand.)

XI.

So I lay there, I know not how long, drowned in the
flood of that sudden swoon1.   And when at last I came

fc The Terrible one:  a name of Parwatf.
* A swoon is the conventional effect of all catastrophes, in
Oriental stories.   Those who live long in the East learn, that